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The bear is going to the fancy dress ball as a huntsman, in shiny boots and a green 
coat. On the way he meets someone else dressed exactly the same—a real huntsman 
who mistakes the bear for the chief huntsman. Together they go off to the Hunts- 
men’s Ball where the bear drinks and sings and dances with the best of them. When 
he suggests that they all go bear hunting, the party staggers out into the snow. 
Naturally they do not find the bear, so they go back to the ball again for yet more 
drinking and merrymaking—and to puzzle out where the bear could be. Un- 
fortunately, at this point the bear’s irate wife arrives to lead her reluctant. husband 
home. 
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Pinto (MADRID) 


The bear was staggering through the forest. It was 
winter, and he was off to the fancy dress ball. He was 
feeling very cheerful. He had drunk a couple of buckets 
full of bear’s brandy before setting out. Bear’s brandy is 
made of honey and vodka and a great many different 
spices and seasonings. 


The bear had a very good fancy dress. He was 
wearing a green coat and beautiful boots, and he 
carried a gun over his shoulder. As you can see, he was 
going as a huntsman. 


Then someone else came towards him across the 
crunching snow. This person was also wearing a green 
coat and beautiful boots, and he too carried a gun over 
his shoulder. As you can see, he was a huntsman. 


‘Good evening, friend!’ said the huntsman in a deep 
bass voice. ‘Are you off to the huntsmen’s ball too?’ 


‘Grrr!’ growled the bear, and his voice was as deep 
as the ditch by the roadside. 
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‘Oh, I’m so sorry!’ the huntsman apologized. ‘Of 
course, you’re the head huntsman! I didn’t recognize 
ou.’ 


‘That’s all right,’ said the bear kindly. 


He took the huntsman’s arm to steady himself, and 
they staggered on together to the inn called The Deer’s 
Head, where the huntsmen’s ball was taking place. 


The huntsmen were all there. Some of them were 
showing off the antlers of stags they had killed, and ~ 
some of them were blowing horns. They all had long 
beards and fine whiskers, but the bear’s face was the 
hairiest of all. 


‘Hurrah!’ cried the huntsmen, slapping the bear on 
the back. 


‘Cheers!’ replied the bear, slapping the huntsmen on 
the back. It was like having several large rocks hit you. 


‘Oh, we’re so sorry!’ the huntsmen apologized. ‘Of 
course, you’re the head huntsman! We didn’t recognize 
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you. 


‘Never mind, carry on with the party!’ said the bear. 
So they danced and drank and laughed and sang. 
Hunting is thirsty work. 

You may or may not know how a person feels after so 
much dancing and drinking and laughing and singing. 


The huntsmen began to feel like action, and so did 
the bear. “‘Let’s go out and shoot the bear,’ said the bear. 


So the huntsmen put on their big fur gloves and 
buckled their leather belts around their waists, and out 
they went into the cold night. 


They marched through the trees, shooting their guns 
into the air and shouting, ‘Hurrah!’ and ‘Yoicks!’ and 
‘Tally-ho! none of which meant anything much, but 
they are good hunting noises all the same. 
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The bear pulled a handful of dry, shrivelled rosehips 
off a bush in passing and ate them. 


‘Look at our head huntsman!’ cried the huntsmen. 
‘What a joke!’ And they ate rosehips too, and nearly 
died laughing. 


But after a while they realized that they had found 
no trace of the bear. ‘And why not?’ said the bear. 
‘Because he’s sitting at home in his cave, you fools, 
that’s why!’ 


So he went to the bear’s cave, with all the huntsmen 
after him. He took the key out of his fur coat, unlocked 
the door and climbed down into the cave, followed by 
the huntsmen. 


‘Well, the bear’s out,’ said the bear, snuffling. ‘But 
he can’t have been gone long; I can still smell him.’ 
Then he staggered back to the inn, with all the hunts- 
men after him. 


After all this exercise, they had a good deal to drink, 
but the amount the bear himself drank was like a river 
in flood when the ice melts in spring. The huntsmen, 
much impressed, said he was a very fine head huntsman 


indeed. 


‘Well,’ said the bear, ‘the bear is not in the forest, 
and the bear is not in his cave, so there’s only one place 
the bear can be. He must be hiding among us disguised 
as a huntsman.’ 


‘That must be it!’ cried the huntsmen, and they all 
looked suspiciously at each other. 


There was one very young huntsman there. He had 
only a small beard, and he had not killed many stags 
yet, and altogether he was the weakest and most timid 
of them all. So they decided that he must be the bear. 
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They clambered up on the benches, with difficulty, 
supporting themselves by leaning their beards on the 
table, and reached up to the wall. ‘What do you want?” 
cried the young huntsman. ‘We want our guns,’ they 
said, ‘but they’re hanging up there on the hooks.’ 


‘Why do you want your guns?’ asked the young 
huntsman. 


‘To shoot you with,’ they said, “because you’re the 
bear.’ 


‘You don’t know anything about bears!’ said the 
bear. ‘Why, you must look and see if he has a tail and 
claws!’ ‘No, he hasn’t,’ said the huntsmen. ‘But after 
all, sir, you have a tail and claws yourself!’ 


Then the bear’s wife walked in. She was very angry. 
‘Good gracious me!’ she cried. ‘Is this the sort of 
company you keep?’ 


She bit the bear’s neck to sober him down, and off 
they went together. 


‘It was a pity you had to come just then,’ the bear 
told her, as they were walking home through the forest. 
‘We’d just found the bear. Ah, well, never mind! 
Tomorrow is another day.’ 


